EXTREMES MEET

have been a little too tiresome to be suspected of an
assignation with Georgie. He was on the point of saying
that perhaps she might have arrived already, when Arthur
broke in :

"1 don't know where Georgie went."

" Oh, you don't know ? "

" We'll leave Georgie out of this, if you don't mind.
You know who I'm looking for ? "

" I haven't the remotest idea."

" You're a liar!"

Waterlow managed to keep his arm by his side.

" Look here, my lad, don't call me that twice," he said
quietly.

" You know as well as I do, that I'm looking for
Queenie."

So that was it. But what on earth had led him to come
and look for her here ?

" We'd better join forces, Arthur. Because I happen
to be looking for Queenie myself ... or rather for
Queenie's companion."

On him the blame. Useless to spare him. He should
have it between the eyes in another moment. The
neurotic young weakling. . . .

" Queenie's companion ? " Arthur echoed. " We
needn't look very far for him."

" No, I hope not. But we shall have to go and prod
the proprietor of this Hotel Metropole. We had to truss
him up. He's over there in his kitchen."

" I daresay he is," Arthur sneered. " But who's in the
room you came out of just now ? "

" You won't find Queenie in there."

" Shan't I. Well, I'll go and look for myself."
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